ERECHTHEUS.

Toward sightless things led sightless ; and on earth
I see now but the shadow of mine end,
And this last light of all for me iri heaven,

PRAXITHEA.

Farewell I bid thee ; so bid thou not me,

Lest the Gods hear and mock us ; yet on these

I lay the weight not of this grief, nor cast

111 words for ill deeds back ; for if one say

They have done men wrong, what hurt have they to

hear,

Or he what help to have said it ? surely, child,
If one among men born might say it and live       970
Blameless, none more than I may, who being vexed
Hold yet my peace ; for now through tears enough
Mine eyes have seen the sun that from this day
Thine shall see never more ; and in the night
Enough has blown of evil, and mine ears
With wail enough the winds have filled, and brought
Too much of cloud from over the sharp sea
To mar for me the morning ; such a blast
Rent from these wide void arms and helpless breast
Long since one graft of me disbranched, and bore 980